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(Emma enters, followed by 
Earoline, William, John, and 
several young people, with bas- 
kets, bandbozes, §c.) 

Emma. Good evening,Mtrs. 
Editor. We have taken the 
liberty, as the Seamen’s Fair 
is near at hand, to bring our 
work, and some articles for 
you to look at. 

Editor. Thank you, Miss 
Emma. I am fond of seeing 
specimens of ingenuity and 
industry, when they do not 
interfere with the occupation 
of the Poor. These thread 


and worsted baskets are ex- 
tremely pretty. 
York, I presume ? 


From New 








Emma. No, ma’am, I made 
them; the construction is ve- 
ry simple. The foundation 
is coaise wire. They will 
not take away employment 
from the poor, nor the shell 
work, nor these gentlemen’s 
Laundress’ cushions copied 
from a Paris patiern, nor these 
valises, nor all these pretty 
pincushions. 

Caroline. Lucy, will you 
help me finish this purse? 

Lucy. 1 would willingly; 
but I have promised Papa 
never to haveany thing to do 
with Fairs, and I do not ap- 
prove them. 

Editor. You are very cor- 
rect then, my dear, in decli- 
ning to aid them. "Come 
and wind this silk for me. 
It is to make little Clara’s 
frock. Continue always to 
preserve your independence 
of feeling, and respect for 
your parent’s wishes. All 
the benefits of a successful 
Fair, would scarcely compen- 
sate for undutiful acts ina 
child. 

Caroline. | respect your 








feelings too, Lucy, but do tell 
me your objections to Fairs. 

Lucy. 1 think that females 
are too much exposed to pub- 
lic observation on those occa- 
sions, particularly, if they are 
pretty. 

Caroline. Now I will chow 
you how mistaken you are. 
You know what a fair crea- 
ture. am. Well, I was sel- 
ling one night and began to 
feel very modest, and asham- 
ed, and all that,when behold, 
instead of looking at me, all 
eyes were fixed on the pyra- 
mids, and knick-knacks on 
my table, and my customers 
were busy eating ice-cream, 
instead of looking at my black 
eyes. 

John. I think Miss Caro- 
line is nearly right. The 
decorations and company, 
and novelties draw away 
much observation from the 
sellers. If a young lady 
chooses to be looked at, she 
will make herself as conspic- 
uous at Church, as at a Fair, 
aud a modest girl will com- 
mand respect any where. 
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Lucy. You must allow, 
Caroline, that angry and en- 
vious feelings are excited in 
the preparations of a Fair. 

Caroline. That may be,but 
not because it isa Fair. The 
same individuals might very 
possibly be irritated about 
something else. But the o- 
ther side of the question 
ought to be looked at. Oh, 
Lucy, I wish you could know 
how many kindnesses for 
weeks aud weeks, [have seen 
among alarge circle of ladies, 
who were preparing for a 
Fair.— 

Lucy. Uthink Fairsare on- 
ly a genteel way of picking 
people’s pockets. 

Caroline. There 1s some 
truth in that, I believe; but 
it isso open and honest a 
way of doing the thing, and 
peop'e are so willing to go 
into a bright cheerful scene, 
where taste and ingenuity 
have been laboring in a good 
cause,that we cannot be ve- 
ry sorry, to pick their pockets 
ofa dollar or two for plum 
cake, and heart pincushions. 

Lucy. I think time is was- 
ted, Caroline, in making all 
these fancy articles. 

Caroline. My dear girl, 


how can you urge that plea, | 


with a guard on your neck, 
that you were three weeks 
in making? Now we, who 
are working bead guards for 
this Fair, hope among other 
interesting objects, to assist 
a Society, which makes the 
children of Seamen goto a 
Sabbath School, with whole 
Surely, our occupa- 
tion is not se!fish at .east. 

Lucy. But you cannot de- 


(| resses. 


| 
| 
| 














judges 


ny, that work is taken from 
the poor, and that is no char- 
ity. 


Caroline. I hearda gentle. | 


man say, who was a better 


judge than I, that the circu- 


lation of money among 


tradespeople was a charity of 


the best kind, and that Fairs 
did that, ina variety of ways; 
and if you had seen ail the 
orts and ends, that I have 
been buying from poor peo- 
ple, you would not think 
they were losers. Here are 
some of these elegant baskets 
which fairy fingers have co- 
vered with worsted, here 
are doll bodits without heads 
and heads without bodies, 
and here is embroidery, &c. 
which could not have been 
sold on other terms, freely 
bought up for the Fair.— 

Lucy. V think it encoura- 
ges osientation, 

Caroline. Let us not be 
of peoples’ motives. 
Ifthey are willing to give 
for a holy purpose, we must 
leave the mode to them.— 
Mrs. Editor, you don’t help 
me out a bit! 

Editor. 1am looking on to 
see fair play. Seriously, 


though, my dear girls, if 


fairs were likely to prevail to 
excess in society, many’ of 
Lucy’s objections would have 
great weight, but the ma- 
chinery of a fair is too com- 
plicated to allow them to be 
any thing more in a commu- 
nity than a passing fashion. 
And I cannot find it in my 
heart sweepingly to condemn 
those associations, into which 
the most religious and en- 


lightened portions of our own | 











and European communities 
have entered with so much 
enthusiasm. I have, with 
Caroline, seen money circu- 
late, occupation given to the 
poor, and many affectionate 
sacrifices cheerfully borne by 
ladies in the arrangement of 
Fairs. 

The object of the present 
Fair is one of ge:.eral inter- 
est. Soft and delicate hands 
may well toil for those sun- 
burntchildren of the sea,who 
bear from efrr the delica- 
cies which they covet and 
admire. Bright eyes may 
safeiy kindle,and rosy cheeks 
giow, When the Mariner is 
to be toid of the God, who 
created and protects him o- 
ver the wide waters. 

Before we part, however, 
my dear children, let me 
read an extract from a daily 
paper, that perhaps will 
make us all rally more zeal- 
ously around the Bethel flag. 
(Editor, after examining a pa- 
per, containing an account of 
the late fire, reads:) 

“The Sailors especially, 
from their fearless character, 
and readiness at mounting 
houses, were greatly instru- 
mental insaving therange of 
buildings on the south side 
of Market-st. which were 
repeatediy on fire.” 

Lucy. I must run home 
and remind Papa of that! 
Good night, dear Mrs. Edi- 
tor. Good night, all! 

Emma. Come, Marcus,lift 
up thisbandbox. Take care 
boy, take care! Do down’t 
mash that feather flower ! 
Mind the wax doll—softly 
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with the. shell head orna- 
ments. 

Editor. Why, Emina,which 
do you mean, do mash it or 
don't nash it? Good night. 
—| Exeunt. 





For my V vuncest 
xcs watcha 


—_ —- - ——————— ———— 


(?) THIS IS A NOTE OF 
INTERROGATION. CouUNT 





FOUR. 
What a long word! 
Spell it, John. 


In-ter-ro-ga-tion. 
Weuse the note of inter- 
rogation,when we write 
a question. How are 
you,John? Do you love 
to play ball? Tuere are 
two notes of iiterroga- 
tion. Iwill make six. 
72979927227 What do they 
look like, John? 

Like soldiers march- 
ing backwards, ma’am. 
That isa nice boy. Now 
tell me 


of interrogation. 
Iwill stop long enough 
to count four. 
Good bye, Johnny. 
Go, make some on your 
slate. 


~ Answer to the Conundrum 
in our last—Whiat burns to 
keep a secrel ? Sealing wax. 
CONUNDRUMS. 

Why is the letter ¢ like 
an Island 2 

Why am I like a sugar 
loaf, on a martial musical 
instrument? 


how long you. 
mean to stop at a note | 


| with a light, 
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Saturday, February 23, I i833. 


DESTRU C TIVE FIRE, 

About seven o’clock, P. M. 
this day week, é fire broke out 
inasmall shop, next to the 
corner of the Market, on East 
Bay street, occupied by Messrs 
Lovett & Hawley, Rag and 
Cotton Moncers. Mr. ll iwley, 
having occasion to go upstairs 
stumbled and fell, 
and the light came in contact 
with a parcel of loose cotton, 
which immediately ignited, and 
in a moment the whole was on 
fire. By the most unremitting 
exertions on the part of the 
firemen, the blowing up of se- 
veral houses, and tearing down 
others, the conflagration was 
arrested at Anson street, after 
the destruction of a portion of 
the -market, and about forty 
houses. 

The loss is estimated at a- 
bout 30,000 dollars. Mr. Me- 
Intyre, of King street, was in- 
jured by the fall of a part of a 











building; and a negro man, by 


one of the engines passing over 
his breast; but no lives were 
lost. 

It affords us much gratifica- 
tion, to render a well merited 
tribute to a large detachment 


| of the crew of the ship Natch- 


ez, and several companies of 
the U.S. troops from the forts, 
who, with their 
most prompily to the assistance 


officers, came 


GAZETTE. 
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been conmmmagend at the Bee- 
rier and Mercury. When the 
alarm and danger had some- 
What subsided, and gratitude 
took place of apprehension, the 
view on East Bay street was 
beautiful. ‘The arches of the 
Market stood up in full relief 
against the lingering blaze, 
while spiral and varied flames 
shot up and played over them. 
The splendid dwelling house of 
the Misses Pinckney, which 
was with difficulty preserved, 
and other surrounding houses 
were brightly illuminated, and 
St. Michael’s ball glittered in 
star-like splendor over the 
scene, 

But the feeling of admiration 
was not unalloyed, for the spec- 
tator thought of those homeless 
sufferers, who had fled in sor- 
row, or were themselves gazing 
on the ruins which once shél- 
tered them. 


Tt is rather remarkable, that 
since the early part of Decem- 
ber, we have not been called 
upon to record the death of a 
child in this city. The bills 
of mortality have not mention- 
ed more than three or four for 
three months. 


* *To Corr NDENTS.—Seve- 
ral communications unavoidably de- 
ferred. 

We 
postpone 
i oung Botanists.” 
our readers have gained bloo ning 
che und a littl knowledge by a 
walk to the Lines for the Houstonia, 
and will be prepared for a second 
ramble. 

We have heard a desire expressed, 
for a description ofa sinall yellow flow- 
his 
now blooming in our clurch yards and 
and also ef a very minute 


ESP 


regret to have been obliged to 
Juntilournext number, * ‘The 
We hope some of 


au, 


white blossom, that is growing in the 
| same spots in great profusion. If 
our 000kKstor es will LMport some cheap 


of the citizens, and exerted 

themselves indefatigably and 

successfully in extinguishing 

the fire. The soldiers and sai- | 
lors being fresh, continued 

working the engines, &c. after | 
| the men previously engaged 

were exhausted. 


The foregoing 


account has | th 


microscopes, We » think we call promise 
em a sale 
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A SKETCH. 

The gay saloon was thronged with grace and beauty 
While astral rays shone out on lovely eyes, 

And lovely eyes look’d forth a clearer beam. 
f’nshion was there-—not in her flaunting robes, 
Lavist: of charme—but that fair sprite, who moulds 

All to hor tonch. vet leaves it nature still, 

The licot young langh came reed-like on the ear, 
Touching the chord of joy, electrical; 

And snutos. too graceful for a sound, pass’d out 
From ruby lips, like perfume. from a flower. 

Catcomg the gracious word of courtesy, 

The listen ng maid turn’d to the speaker's eye; 
And botving in his honor’d lowliness., 
His manly head inclin’d to her slight form. 

There was a hum of social harmony, 

“ Like the soft south upon the rushing seas. 
Between its pauses, burstthe harp’s rich tone, 
Pour'd out by one, who fill’d the Poet's eye 
With fond fruition of his classic dream. 

A voice was there—clear and distinct it rose 
Like evening's star when other stars are dim:— 
Clear, sweet and lon ly, as that southern bird’s 
W ho on far turrets trills his midnight lav. 

In the heart’s cavern, deep that voice went down, 
Waking up echoes of the silent past. 

Oh, woman! lovely in thy beauty’s power! 
Thrice lovely, when we know that thou canst turn 
To duty’s path, aud tread it with a smile. 

C.G. 





FROM THE JUVENILE MISCELLANYe 
THE LITTLE GIRL’S ADUVRESS 
To a Butterfly, which she saw at Church. 


Butterfly, butterfly, why come here? 
‘This is no bower for you! 

Go sip the honey-drop sweet and clear, 
Or bathe in the morning dew. 


This is the place to think of Heaven; 
This is the place to pray; 
You have no sins to be forgiven,— 


Buttertiy, go away. 


I see God! 


And your 


touch’d you with beautiful dyes, 
on is graceful and light; 
But the heart is tae tung open now to His eyes; 
The heart must be pure in his sight. 








—— 
He has made us to love what is airy and gay, 
And I will not despise your bright wings; 
But I must not be thinking about you to day,— 
It was given for holier things. 


Charleston, S. C. C. Ge 





FOR THE ROSE BUD, 
EVENING THOUGHTS, 

"Twas at the twilight’s sweetest hour, 

That memory, with magic power, 

Recall’d the scenes of other years, 

Which distance but the more endears, 
(Oh! still on those I dwell,) 

When a happy child I strayed 

O’er the mountain, down the glade, 

Chasing the Cushat from his nest, 

Or gathering that flower lov'd best, 
The purple heather bell. 

My thoughts in freshness like young flowers, 
(But not like them to fade, ) 

Then deck’d the world in beauteous bowere, 
In Heaven’s own light array'd. 


One cloud alone has dimm’d the road 
On which since childhood’s days I’ve trod; 
"T'was sent to teach my erring mind 
T’ acknowledge Heav’n and be resign’d. 
That cloud bore up my babes on high; 

Oh may a ray from thence descend, 
And show my soul the glorious sky, 

From whence in beauty bright they bend. 


M.A.S8. 


REMOVAL.—The Office of the 
Subscriber is removed to No 212, hing-street, 


Three doors North of Market-street, where 
PRINTING and BOOK BINDING of every descrip- 
tion will be carried on, as usual,with neatness and despatch 
on moderate terms WM i STILL. 




















M7 ANTED asmall boy, to drive a horse and chair 
‘ in this city, Apply at the Office of the Rase 
nd. 





By Harriet Martineau. 


L ‘EIN THE WILDS. 
For sale byS. BABCOCK & CO. 
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ALLS FROM SHAKESPEARE, By Charles 
Lamb. For sale by E THAYER, 79 Broad-st. 








